62 big boat by mistake made things look even ^ more sus-
picious. And what was the crazy American doing—there
are no tourists coming to Spetsai in the winter. However,
after a few grunts he trundled off. We went to a little
hotel nearby and wrote our names in the big book. The
proprietor,-who was slightly goofy but sympathetic,
looked at the names and then said to Katsimbalis—"what
regiment were you in during the war? Aren't you my
captain?" and he gave his name and the name of the regi-
ment. When we had changed our clothes John the pro-
prietor was waiting for us; he had his little boy by the
hand and a baby in his arm. "My children, captain," he
said proudly. Mister John steered us to a taverna where
we could get some excellent fried fish and some rezina.
On the way he told us in English about his fruit store in
New York, at one of the subway entrances uptown^ I
knew that subway entrance very well because I had once
'sold a fur-lined coat given to me by a Hindu to a taxi-
driver for ten cents one winter's morning at three A. M,
just outside Mister John's fruit store. Mister John, whc
was a little goofy, as I said, found it hard to believe that
any native-born American would be so crazy as to do a
thing like that. While we were jabbering away in Eng-
lish a fat fellow who had been listening attentively at
the next table suddenly turned round and said -to me with
an impeccable up-state accent—"where are you from,
stranger? Pm from Buffalo." He came over and joined
us. His name was Nick. "How is*the good old U. S. A.?"
he said, ordering another pint of reziw. "Jesus, what I
wouldn't give to be back there now." I looked at his
clothes, obviously American, obviously expensive. "What
did you do there?" I asked. "I was a bookie," he said.
"You like this suit? Pve got seven more of them at the
house. Yeah, I brought a supply of everything along.
You can't get anything decent here—you see what a

